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"You say that as if it were a criticism. Do you
mean a blemish would improve the material?"
"A weakness perhaps. The Countess lives by
strength alone. Perhaps that is her weakness."
Lisa regarded her neighbours, with the exception
of a few friends, as people you met at hunt balls and
flower-shows, at bazaars and garden-parties, with
here and there a charity entertainment thrown in.
Her mother-in-law, however, was accustomed to pay-
ing and receiving calls. This custom she believed to
be universal, nor was she prepared to forgo it,
With a determination camouflaged in unconscious-
ness, she would appear suitably dressed for the
occasion upon which she had decided. Lisa's sinking
heart realised by Mamachen's hat or parasol what
direction their afternoon drive was to take. Her
plans were deeply and firmly laid. A visit to a
cathedral would be followed by tea with the bishop,
a visit to a church by tea at the vicarage, a visit to a
garden by tea at the house.
"I fear we are indiscreet," the Countess would say
graciously, "but a little of the blame must go to your
beautiful flowers (or cathedral or church) and the
rest to your charming hospitality,"
"I always think," she would say, driving home,
"that it is so rude to let people feel qu'ils n'y sont
pour rien when you are visiting objects more